844                                          The Swmy
with my Flora 1 The sight * put my back tip,' as
the vulgar phrase goes. Without a moment's
hesitation I ran out of the house and swiftly crossed
the road. The garden entrance on our side of the
square was already locked but I nimbly leaped
over the low railing and walked with grave deter-
mination towards the pair. Inwardly I was boiling
with anger. My advent took them both completely
by surprise. Flora, whom I had so mistakenly
always thought of as faithful to mo, eyed me
guiltily with startled surprise while Ptolemy
bridled arrogantly towards me. It is no exaggera-
tion to say that there was a tiger-like ferocity in
his eyes. He emitted a low snarl of fury and
Flora, with evident fear, hastily withdrew herself
from the scene.
#                 *                 #
THEN it all happened in. the blinking of an
eyelid. Ptolemy sprang at me with uncontrolled
fury. I retaliated with a blow to the right side of
his face, which I followed up instantly with a
quick left. This display of fisticuffs successfully
retarded his onset. But in a moment he was
upon me again and locked together we fell to the
ground. Chaotically we rolled over on the soft
turf, Ptolemy's fine black coat soon becoming as
bedraggled as a fourth-hand fur. We were oblivious
of everything in that mad tussle. I received a
nasty blow over one of my eyes but, on the other
hand, Ptolemy's left ear was scratched and bleed-
ing. The combat had already excited the attention
of the dwellers in the adjacent residential hotels.